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years' Slumber on the banks of the Ocean, unless he has
seen them in the Spirit, or unless he should read My
long Poem descriptive of those Acts; for I have in these
three years composed an immense number of verses on
One Grand Theme, Similar to Homer's Iliad or Milton's
Paradise Lost, the Persons & Machinery intirely new to
the Inhabitants of Earth (some of the Persons Ex-
cepted). I have written this Poem from immediate Dic-
tation, twelve or sometimes twenty or thirty lines at a
time, without Premeditation & even against my Will;
the Time it has taken in writing was thus renderJd Non
Existent, & an immense Poem Exists which seems to be
the Labour of a long Life, all product without Labour
or Study. I mention this to shew you what I think the
Grand Reason of my being brought down here.

I have a thousand & ten thousand things to say to
you. My heart is full of futurity. I percieve that the sore
travel which has been given me these three years leads
to Glory & Honour, I rejoice & I tremble: "I am fear-
fully & wonderfully made." I had been reading the
cxxxix Psalm a little before your Letter arrived, I take
your advice. I see the face of my Heavenly Father; he
lays his Hand upon my Head & gives a blessing to all
my works; why should I be troubled? why should my
heart & flesh cry out? I will go on in the Strength of the
Lord; through Hell will I sing forth his Praises, that the
Dragons of the Deep may praise him, & that those who
dwell in darkness & in the Sea coasts may be gather'd
into his Kingdom. Excuse my, perhaps, too great En-
thusiasm. Please to accept of & give our Loves to Mrs,
Butts & your amiable Family, & believe me to be,
Ever Yours Affectionately,
WILL BLAKE.